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carrying in my knapsack two small bottles of Napoleon brandy my
wife had given me to celebrate my crossing of Antarctica. That
moment had now come. I produced the bottles and opened one. It
contained the best brandy I ever tasted—brown, fiery, yet smooth
as velvet Hollick-Kenyon took a sip and really smiled.
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T was my idea to make it a good celebration and drink the
second bottle of brandy at once, but Hollick-Kenyon demurred.
"Let's save it for Christmas," he said.
Since Christmas was only ten days in the future and the brandy
the only alcoholic cheer we had, I consented.
We found the radio shack to consist of two rooms. That into
which we had broken was the operating-room, where the Byrd
radio instruments had been set up. Behind it was a room lined
with bunks, where the radio staff had slept. This we occupied,
first clearing out all the snow that had sifted in and exposing the
skylight above. There was a stove in the bunk-room and a sack of
coal, and presently we had a hot fire going and were very warm
and comfortable. The only light in the bunk-room came from the
half-buried skylight, but the obscurity was a blessed thing after the
glare of the Antarctic summer. How we slept that night, after a
good supper of pemmican!
Next day we made ourselves shipshape, adopted a routine, and
settled down to a Christian way of living. My sore foot seemed
to get better in spite of my misuse of it. The numbness persisted,
but I found I could walk on it quite comfortably. Hollick-Kenyon
at once resumed his precise personal habits, shaving every day.
That was a little too much for me, though—melting snow for
shaving water, and so on. I was content to shave about once every
two weeks.
We cut a tunnel and steps down to the door of the shack, then
explored for supplies, finding two more sacks of stove coal, a bag

